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to have anything be—behind," and, of course, they have,
and they can't get the proper effect unless they curve their
chests in and poke their heads forward. It's the fashion-
plates and mannequins that do it."
" I see," said Michael; " thank you, Miss Perren ;
awfully good of you. It's the limit, isn't it ? ^
" Yes, I don't hold with it, myself."
" No, quite ! "
The secretary lowered her eyelids and withdrew.
Michael sat down and drew a face on his blotting-paper.
It was not Victorine's. . . .
Armed with the note to Aubrey Greene, Victorine had
her usual lunch, a cup of coffee and a bit of heavy cake, and
took the tube towards Chelsea. She had not succeeded, but
the gentleman had been friendly and she felt cheered.
At the studio door was a young man inserting a key—
very elegant in smoke-grey Harris tweeds, a sliding young
man with no 'hat, beautifully brushed-back bright hair, and
a soft voice.
" Model ? " he said.
" Yes, sir, please. I have a note for you from Mr. Mont.1'
" Michael ?    Come in."
Victorine followed him in. It was ' not half * sea-green
in there ; a high room with rafters and a top light, and lots
of pictures and drawings on-the walls, and as if they had
slipped off on to the floor. A picture on an easel of two
ladies with their clothes sliding down troubled Victorine.
She became conscious of the gentleman's eyes, sea-gre^n
like the walls, sliding up and down her.
" Will you sit for anything ? " he asked.
Victorine ^answered mechanically :   " Yes, sir."
" Do you mind taking your hat off ? "
Victorine took off the toque, and shook out her hair.

